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Dave groaned, trying to resist the onslaught of two greedy mouths devouring his flesh. Of two pairs of 
questing hands, not leaving as much as an inch of his body unexplored. Of the two men whose scents mingled 


as he breathed them in, blurring the line between whom was whom. 


His eyes were still shut, the redhead didn't need to see the action He'd rather feel it, afraid that if he were to 
open his eyes, he'd find himself caught in a dream and both his lovers would vanish in thin air. In one ear spoke 
the deep, rough voice he'd known for thirty years, the Minnesotan accent brought further out by the haze of 
lust. In the other spoke a similarly deep voide, but this one was fresh and new, the Brazilian accent mixed with 


full scentences in the different tongue. 


Dave himself was burning up, his body set at a fever pitch. A fuller, plumper figure in front of him, and he 
knew that to be David. A slimmer, toned man behind him who could only be Kiko. Both were flush against him, 
skin on skin, weat on sweat. He thought that if he didn't get more, didn't have all of them, he might 


spontaneously combust. He might die. 


One callused hand stroked his cock, slick with steadily flowing precum and newly added lube. A pair of talented 
fingers fingered his ass, those too wet and oh so cunning. Not a single sensitive spot, not a single erogenous 
zone was left without acknowledgment. Dave spread his legs, raising one. He needed more. He needed to be 
jerked harder, fingered faster. The intelligible mass of moans spilling from his lips made it more than clear how 


far gone he was. 


And then there was twin pleasure. Fingers withdrawing, both from cock and ass. As if completely in synch, on 
cue, David allowed Dave to take him, let the redhead sink his dick deep into the ready tightness waiting for him. 
Dave shuddered, whimpering as he himself was breeched, a thick cock he had grown accostumed to was filling 
him up in turn, until he felt Kiko's hips flat against his ass cheeks. David's ass was equally closely nuzzled up 
against the redhead's own pubic bone. It was heaven, pure and utter bliss, and neither man was even moving 


yet. 


Then the friction came. And what glorious friction it was. Dave allowed himself to be carried, as the thrusts 
from behind picked up their pace, perfectly aimed to strike his prostate spot on with each stroke. It sent 
shudders through the redhead's body, made him gasp. 


At the same time, his own dick was clutched in the vice of David's grasping walls, and as he rolled his hips he 
was met by both the fullness and the tightness, the pleasure too much to bear. David's pleas of ‘harder’ and 
‘faster’, Kiko's whispers of ‘ah merda and ‘caralho'. Everything going straight to his cock, his lower body 


buzzing and humming with the impending climax. 


Lips bit his neck, leaving dark purple bruises and teeth marks. Those were Kiko's. Nails raked his hips, leaving 
deep crimson scratches and nicks. Those were David's Everything was amass of sensations, of lust, the smell 
of sex reeking off of their bodies. The lust making the air thick and nearly tangible. David's cinnamon scent. 
Kiko's lavendar scent. A heavy tang of cologne overshadowing both. It made Dave dizzy, to the point where he 
forgot his name. Forgot their names, and knew only that they were his and he was theirs. Always 


When he came, the world stopped moving. Everything became an explosion. Trapped between two people he 
loved and adored, two people who gave themselves to him wholesomely. Dave's body shook and shuddered, he 
might have screamed but he wasn't sure. He definitely wept, his eyes wet and his cheeks damp by tear track 


marks. And when it was all over, as the bliss of release wore off, and reality grasped him, he opened his eyes. 


Two pairs of strong, tender arms already cradled him then. Soft kisses rained over his cheeks. There wasn't 


the singular ‘I love you'. There was ‘we love you', in unison 


